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For, while she spoke, the ground began to rise,
And gathered round her feet, her legs, and thighs;
Her toes in roots descend, and, spreading wide, 340
A firm foundation for the trunk provide;
Her solid bones convert to solid wood,
To pith her marrow, and to sap her blood;
Her arms are boughs, her fingers change their

kind,

Her tender skin is hardened into rind.                 345

And now the rising tree her womb invests,
Now, shooting upwards still, invades her breasts,
And shades the neck; and, weary with delay,
She sunk her head within, and met it half the

way.
And though with outward shape she lost her

sense,                                                               350

With bitter tears she wept her last offence;
And still she weeps, nor sheds her tears in vain ;
For still the precious drops her name retain,
Mean time the misbegotten infant grows,
And, ripe for birth, distends with deadly throes 355
The swelling rind, with unavailing strife,
To leave the wooden womb, and pushes into life*
The mother-tree, as if oppressed with pain,
Writhes here and there, to break the bark, in

vain;

And, like a labouring woman, would have prayed,, 360
But wants a voice to call Lucina's aid;
The bending bole sends out a hollow sound,
And trickling tears fall thicker on the ground.
The mild Lucina came uncalled, and stood
Beside the struggling boughs, and heard the

groaning wood;                                              365

Then reached her midwife-hand, to speed the

throes,
And spoke the powerful spells that babes to

birth disclose.